360                    A MODERN COMEDY
I shan't write to him myself, May I, call you Francis?"
Francis Wilmot bowed. " I shall be proud, ma'am."
" Yes; but you must call me Fleur. We're sort of
related, you know."
* i
The young man smiled, and touched the name with his
lips.
" Fleur! It's a beautiful name!"
" Your room will be ready when you come back. You'll
have a bathroom to yourself, of course."
He put his lips to the hand held out.
" It's wonderful," he said. " I was feeling kind of home-
sick ; I miss the sun over here."
In going out, he looked back. Fleur had put her baby
back in its nest, and was staring straight before her.